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On the 23rd of April the poet drove out through the ;ame Porto del Popolo through which, eighteen months Defore, he had so joyfully entered. He was not the sole nourner; the whole circle of friends 84 in Rome, to whom le had gradually become a friend, brother, leader, prophet, lemigod, mingled their sorrow with his. Nothing could be nore touching or more glorifying for the departing one :han the lamentations which followed him on his way. iToung Bury, his house-companion, was dissolved in tears; Vleyer wrote dolefully: " The best fortune of my life is lost." ^erschaffelt, his teacher in perspective: "Every day I feel :he loss of your presence here. . . . The day of your leparture was to me unbearable, I was not good for any-;hing"; Moritz longs to see the eye, "which has so often perceived and harmonised all the beauties that I see about ne here"; and noble Angelika: "Your departure from us completely absorbed my heart and soul. . . . The 23rd }f last month, the fatal day, threw me into a state of sad-less from which I cannot recover. . . . Councillor Reiflenstein and Abbate Spina both love you, but how can they help it? ... A few days ago I went with Zucchi to your house. I felt as if I were in a holy place."
On the return journey Goethe made his first long stay in Florence, where he had made but a flying visit on his journey southward. He thoroughly enjoyed the rich art treasures of the Tuscan capital, and again it was an antique statue, the Medicean Venus, which triumphed victoriously Dver all others. He spent a great part of his time in the pleasure gardens and ornamental parks of the city, working at Tasso, which was especially near to his heart at this time because in it he could give poetic expression to his own sorrow while depicting that of " a passionate soul irresistibly drawn to an irrevocable banishment." From Florence he went to Parma, where he enjoyed the Correggios, and thence to Milan. The Cathedral of Milan aroused his old antipathy for Gothic art, whereas Leonardo da Vinci's Last Supper gave him the highest pleasure. The sight of the Alps reminded him that he would now soon leave Italy